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enable a man to defy vulgar opinion. If on a
given day he would have to register failure in his
diary - that he had wasted a few minutes, or had
been inattentive, that he had done no good, or
been " lost " - five o'clock the next morning
would find him sparking for the fight, optimistic,
brave. But on the voyage home he lost his resili-
ence. He was profoundly depressed, seized by a
vague fear of he knew not what danger, from
which crying to God brought only passing relief.
He tried to hold forth, to exhort, to create a flock,
but found that he was utterly unwilling to speak ;
and even though he was easier after beginning to
instruct the cabin-boy, he was once more a prey
to inhibition. Was it God's will that he should
be silent, he wondered, or was it a temptation
from nature, or the Devil ?

The voyage went on, mainly in storms - once
it blew " a proper hurricane" - and Wesley
found to his dismay that he was still afraid of
dying. Quoting Donne he cried :

/ have a sin of fear, that when I've spun
My last thread, I shall perish on the shore,

for though he could usually say, " Verily, if the
Gospel be true, I am safe," in a storm he would
think, " What if the Gospel be not true ? " Sup-
pose he had surrendered all - ease, friends, re-
pute, country, life - for a mere dream, " a cun-
ningly devised fable ! " "I have a fair summer
religion," he wrote in bitter self-contempt, and in